by the hand of Fate—kind for once, at least—turned out for us and for
everyone else who had any right to J>e at all interested in how it turned
out. For more than eighteen years, the perfect mistress, Olgivanna, and
I have lived and worked in luck and out of luck at Talies'm, constantly
together in any case. And this in sickness and in health. Mostly health,
No fair-weather friend was Olgivanna. There was great work to be done
there as well as a full life to be lived. But one that would have destroyed
any human being less well trained for the struggle for the better thing,
and less inspired by natural gifts, mutual lovo and understanding for
that high struggle.
Just to be with her uplifts my heart and strengthens my spirit when
the going gets hard or when the going is good.
We were married, certainly, but we wouldn't know it unless you in-
sisted on the point, because we don't need to be. I found that the girl who
was qualified by years of hard, patient trying to understand, inspired by
ideas similar to my own, was qualified to be an imaginative vivid inspira-
tion and a real mate.
Whatever we undertook, she never shirked.
And strangely enough—or is it so strange—she, whoso parents were
Montenegrin dignitaries, had pictures of her Montenegrin forebears that
looked just like my Welsh forebears. They might have been of one family
although we ourselves resembled each other only in spirit.
John Commons (of Wisconsin U.) told us there was nothing to wonder
about in that because the Montenegrins, the Basques, and the Welsh
were all a related mountain people. Her severe hringing-up was so similar
to mine that we liked not only the same fundamentals, but what went
with them in much the same way. There was just enough difference in
the non-essentials to make whatever she did the more interesting to me*
She would take a case of any kind in the Fellowship, straighten it with a
grasp and effectiveness that could not be matched. She could paint, or
sculp, or cook, or dance, or play and sing* Svetlana is like her in that
respect. It isn't mere versatility* There is a driving fire in it all,
Svetlana is Olgivanna's little daughter's name. After some legal diffi-
culties which you have read about already, she came to live at Taliesin
with her mother where she is now married to the stalwart Wes.
As for the little 'soft one' that I wanted to complete beloved Taliesin in
the valley—lovanna? Why, she is already a lovely plus-seventeen, as tall
and with as gracious a manner as her mother, a young lady with beautiful
masses of brown hair, hair such as mine was at her age* Sho looks at you
something like me, but enough like her mother to make the resemblance
of not too much consequence.
This .isn't much of a story* It is all too close to homo to write much
about it. But too long a time elapsed before Olgivanna and I finally found
each other. It was pretty late, Olgivanna often says, 'Oh, why didn't we
m$et before all the Past ever had a chance to be the Present?' Well «, *
sifter all, that is probably a little ungrateful because Olgivanna wouldn't1

